hypnotic toritui of the masked woman. "The only one 
who can In* Ip her now is herself," she sunq, as 
though refid I nq my mind. 

I looked on with fear and awe as my melodious 
host began to slowly remove her mask. As the mask 
rose from her face, the golden door. Calliope's 
door, began to swing open of its own accord behind 
her. 

"Free my pets, Xavier . Free my beautiful 

At I he very moment the masked woman pulled the 
mank mill ml y off her face, she vanished. Though I 
do mil know with the aid of what god or force she 
rts.iu.ignd It; |«*fh*|irt II was, as she claimed, due to 
l hi* will of /mm It I itinn 1 1 . One moment she was 
stand lug In flout of mo mid the next she phase* 
shifted I ill ci mint hot rnnlliy. linhlnd where she had 
been til finding l ho doorway loading Into the Hall of 
CalllofH* swung fully opnn, hath lug me in a 
fluorescent azure radiance. 

I walked slowly up and through I hat golden 
doorway into an indescribable place where no human 
was meant to wander. A long hallway stretched as far 
as I could see, descending at a slight angle down 
into a lingering sapphire mist. I feel certain that 
beyond this lay another hall, and another, and 
another: each leading deeper into the heart of the 

Earth, each filled with inexpressibly beautiful, but 
terribly malevolent, pets. 

I tell you that the Hall of Calliope is 
indescribable not because I am unable to speak of 
those fantastic mythological monstrosities I saw 
held within the countless holding pens, and not 
because I am unable to paint images of those same 
pets. T tell you that the pets contained within the 
nearly Infinite number of holding pens within the 
Hall of (\ill lope are indescribable precisely because 

I fear that by I he very act of describing them, even 
with the very words you see here before you on this 
page, that they shall be released. 

There I stood, at the threshold of the Hall of 
Calliope , where few men have ever stood, amidst the 
goblins, the elves, the unicorns, the dragons, the 

medusa, the titans, the gorgons, the angels, the 
genii, and the daemons . It was within my grasp to 
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compose paintings the likes of which the world had 
never seen. And I wept like no man has wept, nor 
shall ever weep again. For the Muses had offered me 
what all artists seek, but I could not accept. 


1,„,M 


attise. 


Athens, Greece 2002 
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